HO                   CONTARINI FLEMING:

The castle well was the general receptacle for all our
goods and plunder. In a few minutes the old hall presented
almost the same appearance as on our arrival. The fire was
extinguished, Everything disappeared. By the light of a
solitary torch, each man took his rifle, and his knapsack,
and his cloak, and then we were about to disperse. I shook
hands with each. Ulric de Brahe lingered behind, and once
more whispered his earnest desire to accompany me. But
I forbade him, and he quitted me rather irritated.

I was alone. In a few minutes, when I believed that all
had gone forth, I came out. Ere I departed, I stopped before
the old castle, and gazed upon it, grey in the moonlight.
The mighty pines rose tall and black into the dark blue air.
All was silent. The beauty and the stillness blended with
my tumultuous emotions, and in a moment I dashed in^j
poetry. Forgetting the imminent danger in which my
presence on this spot, even my voice, might involve me, I
poured forth my passionate farewell to the wild scene of my
wilder life. I found a fierce solace in this expression of my
heart. I discovered a substitute for the excitement of action
in the excitement of thought. Deprived of my castle and
my followers, I fled to my ideal world for refuge. There I
found them, a forest far wilder and more extensive, a castle
far more picturesque and awful, a band infinitely more
courageous and more true. My imagination supported me
under my whelming mortification. Crowds of characters,
and incidents, and passionate scenes, clustered into my
brain. Again I acted, again I gave the prompt decision,
again I supplied the never-failing expedient, again we
revelled, fought, and plundered.

It was midnight, when, wrapping himself in his cloak,
and making a bed of fern, the late lord of Jonsterna betook
himself to his solitary slumber beneath the wide canopy of
heaven.